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I must confess a deep dark secret: Iwent gambling at Foxwoods, andeven worse, I lost. Normally, I am not
someone who plays games of chance,
except an occasional Lottery Quik Pic
when the pot of gold is in the gazillions.
But there I was grasping that dixie cup
filled with loose change, and rubbing
elbows with about ten guys from Revere
named Vinnie.
~ fate would have it my wife and my
brother-in-law won a free schooner trip
along the Mystic River. Because boats,
water and wind are not my cup of tea,
there I was with my sister-in-law (who
shares my fears ) on the highway to
Ledyard, Connecticut, while our respec-
tive spouses enjoyed a grand day with a
free lobster supper. Boy did we make the
wrong choice.
~ we were driving through the
beautiful farmland of Connecticut, we
turned the comer and there it was, the
Emerald City, the" largest casino in the
western hemisphere," Foxwoods, the
place of dreams and dreamers. After
standing outside with our mouths half
open staring at this gambling city, we
walked through the doors to try our luck.
Not knowing how to count cards at
blackjack or how to play the " baseball "
brand of poker or whether to take the
Patriots and the points, we walked over to
the slot machines. The slots are the no-
brainers of gambling - just stick a coin in
the machine, pull the lever, watch the
fruit go by and hope that hundreds of
coins drop into your lap.
I quickly became bored from exercis-
ing my forearm and began turning my
attention to my fellow gamblers. IfDisney
World is the happiest place on earth, then
the slot machine parlor at Foxwoods must
the " unhappiest" place on earth. When
the oranges and grapes fell my way and
seven dollars in quarters dropped into my
lap, I almost did a dance of joy, but when
the woman next to me hit for 50 dollars,
you would think she had lost a loved one.
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It didn't take long to lose $25,
especially when you don't know what you
are doing, so we left the slots and started
walking around Foxwoods. The bingo hall
is bigger than an airplane hanger, the food
courts can feed an army and the tour bus
parking lot would put the New York Port
Authority Terminal to shame. But
perhaps the most lasting impression of
Foxwoods is the children, yes children -
babies, toddlers, kindergartners running
around as mom and dad try to double the
rent money. Because there is no tilt-a-
whirl at Foxwoods or cartoon characters
for entertainment, these kids are not
happy campers, which makes their
parents even more miserable as they lose
money and their patience.
My sister-in-law and I were happy to
leave and get back to the beauty ofMystic,
but as we left there were more and more
new arrivals with new dreams and sad
faces. I guess I understand the allure of
gambling - the risk-taking, the get rich
quick motive, the excitement ofwinning.
But for two hours we were in a noisy,
crowded, smoke-filled palace of false
hopes, while my wife and her brother
were breathing in the salty air, riding the
waves and eating like royalty. If only those
sad faces at Foxwoods could see that
happiness does not come from beating
the odds, but from enjoying the beauty
around us.
~ we left the Emerald City my sister-
in-law and Iagreed that gambling was not
for us. We learned a little bit about the
society we live in and what too many ofus
see as fun. We agreed that Foxwoods
offered us nothing but memories of
spinning fruit, stale air and sad faces. ~
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